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He is to be laid in his grave, Wednesday, at 5 o'clock, just one
week after his darling grandchild.

I go in very often to see him, and kiss him. His face seems just
as dear to me in death as in life. I could sit by him, and caress him
all the time. Never before have I loved the face of death, it has
always hitherto been painful to look on the dead countenance of
one I had known alive. Even with dear little Hal it distressed me,
there was an effort, it was a relief to turn my eyes away, the
darling child was so altered. But it is not so now. There is a com-
fort, a blessedness in these last looks of the beloved dead. O my
darling, darling Father!

Going in to the room once, I found Mr. Scott and Mr. Battin
there, both in tears.

Sitting with dear Mother while the rest of the family are en-
gaged with the necessary details, she lets me talk about him.
Speaking of their reading the Bible together, she says it was on his
birth-day, about five or six years since that they began to read
it together, regularly; not by chapters but a hundred verses every
morning before breakfast, unless the close of a chapter occurred
to break or prolong the reading. He admired the Psalms inex-
pressibly. The Book of Job also. The prophesies of Isaiah, and the
Epistles to the Hebrews struck him very forcibly. He admired the
Epistle of St. James very much, calling it a beautiful pastoral
letter. He told Mother once, "I used to think a great deal of St.
James when I was a boy." He was deeply impressed with the book
of Revelations. The allusions to Melchisedec always interested
him particularly. He said, speaking of the definition of faith by
St. Paul: "Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence
of things not seen," that it was so noble, so comprehensive, so
just, so full, that the words themselves seemed to have been sent
directly from Heaven.

Speaking of the admiration he had always felt for the Liturgy,
dear Mother mentioned his most deep sense of the excellence of
the Lord's Prayer. He loved particularly the anthem, "God be
merciful unto us, etc., etc." "The Liturgy was a blessed service to
him," I observed. "Oh," cried dear Mother, "Blessed indeed! He